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Looking Around 


Author's Notes: 

This is actually sort of old and | just now realized | never posted it. | can\'t remember if it\'s supposed to be 
ITIO or ITM. 1 think \T. Either way, it came from me and my friends having a lot of stupid laughs about that 
Bill quote about asses, so it\'s only natural that this entire thing is ridiculous. 


lf the abysmal pay, endless hours, draining effort, taxing co-workers, the discomfort, the expenditures, the 
broken equipment, the missed boats, the rescinding of his chance at education, and the utter dearth of respect 
nudged Bill closer and closer toward the brink of storming out of Yes each and every day for nearly three 
years, the view he had at the back of the stage at each gig reeled him back to the depths. It was childish. He 
knew. Adolescent. But when he, and only he, got to sit behind his drums and keep his eyes on Jon's petite, 
perfect little backside, he couldn't help but grin at the privilege. He felt himself break out into smiles while he 
played. The audience and the critics called him enthusiastic. 


They weren't completely wrong. 


Jon's stiff, silly dances, his fumbling two-steps, his flailing arms, none of it took away from the sight Bil 


beheld. He couldn't stand it. He fell into trances and he blessed the glittering Taurean stars under which he'd 
been born that his drums kept his body hidden. How juvenile, he thought. Sick. Immature. Pathetic. But what 
was he supposed to do when he watched Jon move, watched that tiny adorable little ass, like a pair of 
tangerines in his back pockets? Bill could sink his teeth into it, but he'd probably emerge with cavities. 
Everything about Jon was too sweet, too innocent. Bill let every second of his view of him linger inside, like the 
juice of a strawberry, until he had to either swallow the flavor back down, shaking it off and letting it rot 
within while he hung around his bandmates, or spit it out, alone in whichever seedy recess he could inhabit. 


Either way, it was his view. His. Jon, the sight of him, for an hour, belonged to Bill 


Not even Chris got to see what Bill got to see. Bill caught him, every so often, trying to promenade his way 
backward, gazing over in Jon's direction under the guise of confirming a melodic cue, giving his back a 
surreptitious backward lean to try to scope him out. Greedy, slimy, scaly sea serpent, Bill thought. He got 
plenty of that on his own. But Bill could shake it off. Chris only got a second's worth of a look. Bill got the 
whole show. Beautiful. 


Even so, those intrusive moments drove his eyes elsewhere. Usually on Steve, the poor git. He had no idea. Bil 
figured if Steve ever caught him, he could put the blame on Chris, as always, and it wouldn't even be a lie. 
He'd say he couldn't concentrate with Chris swinging around and carrying on the way he did. But until the day 
came that Steve--poor innocent Steve, too enraptured with his own playing to ever be of any true cause for 
anxiety to Bill--ever caught on, Bill would enjoy the view. The actually quite surprisingly nice view, if Bill did say 
so himself. He wouldn't have believed Steve to have the ass he had if he didn't see it five nights a week. 


Maybe sometimes Bill lingered on it. 
Maybe sometimes Bill's eyes even strayed from Jon to Steve, unprovoked by any showboating, lustful fish. 


And maybe sometimes, as the months passed and the number of gigs climbed and climbed, with his back 
stooping a little to hide behind his toms, Bill tried to peer around that Hammond B-3 to see if he could get a 
look at Tony. 


Greedy, yes, self-indulgent, yes, but Bill shrugged it off. After all, look at what band he was in. But he couldn't 
choke back his curiosity. He knew that part of himself, that a lack of knowledge of some thing or some task 
drove him to a frenzy, and he had to understand it or learn it, or he'd never forgive himself. Tony's keyboard 
blocking the way amounted to no kind of excuse as far as Bill was concerned. He saw Tony moving, swaying, 


rocking back and forth, immersed, and he followed along like a cat with a piece of string. 


The nights he shared a hotel room with Tony became more interesting, at least. Before his curiosity staged an 
all-out assault on him, Bill had never much cared for rooming with him. The drugs, the booze, whatever. Bill 
had always known himself to be quite adept at looking for reasons to be dissatisfied. Afterward, though, he 
counted his nights with him as detective work. Sleazy, sleazy detective work, but still. He had to find just the 
proper angle at which to tilt his head in order to try to glean a peek when Tony wasn't looking. He had to fish 
for extra jittery tasks to perform so he could slide past and scope him out from the side along the way. 


Whatever Bill did, Tony couldn't know. And for a few weeks, he didn’t. 


Bill blamed jetlag for forgetting about the full-length mirror on the wall at the hotel in Berlin. 


Tony had stopped in front of the mirror to comb his hair back into place with his fingers. When Bill passed by, 
neck still craned to steal a glance at his ass--which, to be honest, he still couldn't decide was a disappointment 
or not--Tony wheeled halfway around with drawn eyebrows and a half-smile dripping with incredulity. "What 
was that all about?" he asked. 


Bill froze. "What was what all about?" 


Tony held his hand out, demonstrating the air before tilting his body to one side, neck stretched, peering 
around an invisible corner at an invisible vista. "This.Move," he said. "What is that, are you?" 


Tony stopped. He snorted. 
He stammered out a "no," but Bill himself couldn't even hear it over Tony's unrestrained snickering. 


"Bill Bruford, you're cruising, | will be absolutely damned," he chortled, and the volume grew and grew--Bill 

could have screamed, himself, because if Tony's laughter didn't level out soon, he'd wake up poor lonely Steve 
in his room to their left and coitally interrupt the Squire-Anderson Lust Gala to their right--until he lifted a 
thumb to wipe a nonexistent tear from his eye. "Never thought you'd try and get off with me, but you learn 


something new every day, don't you?" 


Though he informed himself of the futility of the gesture, Bill folded his arms, shooting Tony his best attempt 
at a glare. "Why would | try to get off with you, Tony, of all the people? Please enlighten me. | beg of you." 


Tony sighed out the last of his laughter, shaking his head. "No, no, l'm sorry, you're right. Of course you 


wouldn't try with me." Then every bit of noise drained from him, and he cocked a brow. "I'm not Jon," he said. 
Bill felt his face do something. He wasn't about to try to figure out what. 


"Oh, don't give me that look," Tony said. "I've seen you making eyes at him at every gig for three years. Not 
that | can blame you. But it's incredible the kinds of things you pick up on from the side." 


Yeah, Bill thought, forcing his eyes to trail off to the side, down, onto the floor, where they belonged But it 
can't be as good as the view from the back. He felt Tony's hand pat him on the shoulder. 


"Hey," Tony said. "Tell you what." 
Bill looked up in time to see Tony take a few steps backward and to the side. He collapsed that way onto the 
bed. When he propped himself up by his elbows, he smiled over at Bill. "I'm not opposed," he said. "I'm up for it 


if you are. Just this one time." 


For a moment, Bill paused. He debated the proposal, eyeing Tony lying there, waiting, smirking, far, far too smug 


for Bill to ever, of his own volition, consider. Still, his feet strolled him over to the edge of the bed. "Aren't you 
generous with your pity," Bill stated, while he nevertheless scanned over him, from his long, dark hair that had 
fallen a bit in his face after such careful strokes of his fingers, to his lips, curled into that sneer that refused 


to leave, and finally to his skinny, skinny legs crossed only at the ankles. An invitation, if Bill so chose to RSVP. 


‘| try my best," Tony answered, when Bill finally leaned in, rested halfway on top of him, and kissed him. 


Bill sat up, refreshed as much as frustrated. The collision of the two, along with the blood rushing back into 
his head, gave him a headache, and whatever bestial grunts he'd let out in the last forty-five minutes 
desiccated his throat. One drink of water. That was all he needed. And maybe a cigarette. 

Probably some air. 

So he excused himself. Tony only responded by rolling over, pleased and smug and spent, to get a head start on 
some sleep. Bill gathered enough clothing from the floor to pass as acceptably covered, dressed while he 
walked, and left the room. He shut the door behind him. 

In the hallway, he stopped to lean for a second against the door. He exhaled. He knew he hadn't given himself 
enough time to completely catch his breath, but even here, between the phosphorescent ceiling lights and the 
gaudy Oriental carpet, he could even it out better than in the room. 


Couldn't kick the nausea, though. 


He pushed himself away from the door and, in the same moment, opened his eyes. But he stopped almost the 


second he did. Only a few feet ahead, right in the middle of the hall, like a little ghost, stood Steve. 
Bill picked up his hand and waved. "Hey," he said. 


Steve waved back. Only when he started to smile did Bill notice he hadn't already been doing so. In fact, Bill 


almost swore he'd seen a frown. 
"Hello," Steve replied, stepping toward him. "What, um..What are you doing out here?" 
Bill shrugged. "Needed a drink. Maybe go outside for a minute. What about you? What brings you out?" 


"Oh, | just.." Steve hung his head, stiffening his lips as if to keep them still. ".| went outside, too. | felt like going 
outside. Still a little smoky from the club." 


Bill nodded. "Ah, yeah, yeah. Yeah, |--is--is it nice out?" 


Steve nodded, too, keeping his eyes on the floor. "Beautiful out." 
"Good, good." 
The two of them stood still for a moment, Steve with his eyes on the ground, Bill with his on Steve's face. He 


tried to peer down at him, see through his auburn bangs to get a glimpse of the strange, sad little look he 
wore. But then Steve rapped his thumb against his thigh and looked up at Bill with a tight smile. 


"Well," he said. "Whenever you get back, um..You and--you and Tony sleep tight, alright?" 


"Alright," Bill replied, and he watched as Steve strolled past him, one hand wrapped around the other elbow, and 


he headed into his own room. 


And Bill still stared at the closed door, just near the knob, long after Steve and his ass had disappeared behind 
it. He sickened himself a little. He needed that water. 


